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Author's Notes: 

In my old fic ‘Together’, Geddy and Alex reminisce about the time Neil walked in on them ‘naked, in bed and 
clearly post-coital’. Well. Been a while in the making, but | finally wrote the full story. Naturally the result is a 
shameless PWP. Enjoy! 


It's a mistake. A cosmic blunder. It just can't be real. Even this far south, even in Phoenix, even in June, it 
cannot be so hot. Alex lies splayed on the hotel bed, his naked back to a fan that's been working full force for 
several hours. But the small, cheap little thing barely manages to move - let alone cool - the scorching air, 
still and heavy as murky waters. And Alex is drowning in it. Choking. Restless and exhausted. The sensation of 


his long hair sticking to the back of his neck makes him want to murder someone. 
‘lm dying," Alex whines. 


"Just try to sleep, or something,’ Geddy replies calmly, from the other bed where he sits bent over his bass, 
his own hair raised in a high ponytail. 


"Please tell me you're kidding." 
Its not that hot," Neil says, glancing up from his page. "At least you could put on some clothes." 
"| am wearing clothes. | have my boxers on. And it's the best | can do." 


Neil rolls his eyes and sighs. A pause; then he shuts his book, puts it back on the desk and gets up. "Okay. I'm 


going out." 
Geddy looks up. "In this heat?" 


Its not that hot, guys," Neil repeats, grabbing his wallet. "And | need to stretch my legs. l'm gonna walk 
downtown, see if they're still showing Empire Stikes Back" 


"You still haven't seen it?" Geddy asks. 
"No. Haven't got the chance." 
"You'll be back for the sound check?" 


Neil glances at his watch. "Sure. Is only two thirty. Anyway, if the movie starts too late | won't go. Don't 
worry, I'll be there by six." 


"Okay." Geddy shoots him a smile. "Have fun, Pratt" 


The second Neil closes the door behind him, Alex springs up from his bed and plops down next to Geddy, lying 
back against the headboard. "Think he's mad at me?" 


"Nah. Of course not. You know him." 
"Mmh." 
A small silence, broken only by the whirr of the useless fan and the muted strumming of Geddy's bass. 


Alex watches him, and it dawns on him - slowly, then all at once - that there's a perfect way to mellow out 
that teeth-grinding agitation of his. Without having to do anything illegal, like homicide or vandalism. A flawless, 
harmless solution to all this discomfort, staring him right in the face - well, figuratively speaking, because 
Geddy's actually leaning down over the neck of his bass right now, and it's pointing in the opposite direction. But 
yeah. There he is. With the sleeves of his T-shirt rolled up, revealing the curve of his shoulder, and that 
ponytail exposing his delicate little neck with that soft skin of his, so nice to kiss and nibble on.. Alex bites back 
the sound of appreciation that builds in his throat, but he allows those sweet first signs of tightness in his 


boxers to bloom into a full hard-on. 


He could be subtle about this, he reflects. Or he could just do the other thing. 


He leans forward, crawls a little toward Geddy (who pretends - badly - to ignore him) and plants a first kiss 
on his shoulder. Then another, behind his ear - warm skin, damp from the heat. Geddy chuckles, suppressing a 


shiver. "What do you think you're doing?" 


Clearly, he's aiming for coldness. Trying to sound scolding. Trying to resist. And clearly, he's already failing. Alex 


smiles. 


ee 


Neil is ten feet from the door of their room, not even down the outdoor stairs that lead to the parking lot, 
when he begins to wonder if maybe he's made a mistake - it is pretty damn hot, after all. Hardly bearable in 
the sunlight. And at that hour, with that weather, most sensible people stay in sipping icy drinks and waiting 


for sundown. 


But he should be alright if he walks in the shade, he decides. And anyway, it has to be better than that stifling 
room and Alex's sweaty whining. A bit of fresh air - well.. not exactly fresh, but air nonetheless - and solitude. 


That's what he needs. 


* 


A few minutes have passed; Geddy's bass lies discarded on the carpet and Alex is on top of him. His mouth is 
everywhere, indecisive - one moment his tongue in Geddy's mouth, the next his lips sucking on his earlobe, and 
why not a bit of teeth (gentle, no real pain involved) on that pale throat while Dirk's throwing his head back to 
offer better access? But there's also the pulsing of their cocks rubbing together through Alex's boxers and 
Geddy's jeans (jeans in this heat, what is up with that), there's Geddy's hips bucking and his breathing and his 


moaning (that voice, it's a fucking crime) and Alex already feels so, so much better. 
"Okay," Geddy manages between two slippery kisses, "okay, but | want to make something clear." 


"Mmh. What?" Alex does something with his mouth at the juncture between neck and collarbone that appears 
to make Geddy lose track of what he was saying, but it only lasts a second - a gasp, a shudder. 


‘It's a very hot day and l'm already running low on energy, and we're playing tonight, so if you really - aah. 


Damn. Want to do this... | need to warn you that | intend to just lie there." 
Fine by me." 
"Completely passive." 


"That works." 


"Like a sea star waiting for the tide." 
Alex laughs. "The tide, or the tidal wave?" 
"Ooh. Are you sure you can match up to that kind of bragging?" 


‘Oh, absolutely. Now, little sea star, I'm sorry to disrupt your lying down, but your clothes are in the way. 
May |?" 


"You may." Geddy consents to raising his arms so Alex can slip his sweat-soaked T-shirt up and off. Then he 
collapses right back on the mattress with a small, contented ‘I'm ready’ sigh. 


But Alex doesn't move right away. For a minute he looks down on Geddy, still straddling his hips. Pensive. The 
heat is still messing with his cognitive abilities : lining up two coherent thoughts demands way too much effort. 
So he lets his body take the lead He puts his hands on Geddy, runs them down his chest. His thumbs brush 
Geddy's nipples and Geddy's response (arched back, narrowed eyes, a delicious hiss) makes him leave them 
there for a few seconds longer, teasing, right where the fine skin's so sensitive, and Geddy's purring with 


pleasure. 
"You're really one hell of a nipple person," Alex remarks. 
"Yes. But | like having my dick touched, too.” 


Alex's eyes widen. It usually takes a lot of booze to get Dirk to talk dirty, and even then, it remains rather 
mild. "Who are you, and what have you done with Geddy Lee?" 


''m a horny sea star," Geddy replies, and Alex collapses in laughter while Geddy bites his lip around a smile. 


* 


Neil reaches the center of town after twenty painful minutes of walking pressed against walls, seeking an ever- 
elusive shade that only subtracts something like half a degree from the heat. There's nobody outside, of 
course. Only a Canadian tourist would be stupid enough to go for a walk at two thirty on a June afternoon in 
Arizona. But now that he's here, he's going to find a theater and by God, he will see Empire Strikes Back if it is 
the last thing he does on this good earth. 


* 


Alex feels Geddy's hand close around his, and guide it down towards the front of his jeans. Towards his trapped 


erection. 


lm serious, you know," Geddy says. "Well. In part" 


‘Mmh-hm," Alex replies, rubbing his palm firmly on the bulge he feels there, making Geddy's hips buck up 
again, making him hold back a strangled moan "This is serious business, indeed" He leans down and rubs his 
mouth on the fly of Geddy's jeans, rubs his chin and his cheeks and his nose there, like a cat marking his 
ownership. It's an eerie move, not exactly textbook, but Geddy seems to love it, from the sound he makes - 
the trembling, gasping ‘fuck’ that slips from his lips. "Don't you worry, love," Alex whispers, drawing down the 


zipper and freeing Geddy's slick cock in one swift, two-seconds move. "The tide's rising." 


One long lather of Alex's tongue from the base to the tip, to that tiny, fragile slit (the salty taste of sweat 
and pre-come making Alex even harder, making his head spin) and Geddy's cursing again, thighs trembling, 
hands in tight fists gripping the bedspread. Alex doesn't let him recover, doesn't take the time to tease a little 
more before he wraps his hand around Geddy's cock and draws the tip back into his mouth, sucking hard and 


fonguing that slit mercilessly, while his free hand grabs hold of Geddy's balls and massages them - not too 
rough, but not too kind either. This isn't the day for butterfly caresses. 


Above him, somewhere, Geddy's going wild. Alex shifts his focus from what he's doing to what it is causing - 
the jerking movements of Geddy's whole body, of his hips pushing up, his litany of broken words ("Oh fuck, 
Lerxst, fuck, yes, yes, God it's so good, oh God." - no Shakespeare, but its music to Alex's ears). 


He keeps on stroking the shaft and sucking the tip for maybe half a minute, intently ignoring his own throbbing 
cock and the wet spot growing at the front of his boxers, using every bit of his willpower not to rub himself 
off against the side of the mattress. Then the tension in Geddy's body really begins to hint at an approaching 
orgasm - building fast, foo fast - and Alex lets go of his cock to move on directly to phase two. Or is it phase 
three? 


ee 


The giant Star Wars poster on the front of the Harkins theater is the most beautiful thing Neil Peart has ever 
seen. He's already fantasizing on the large, ice-cold soda he will slowly sip in front of the movie as he stumbles 


towards the entrance, like a zombie from a Romero flick. 


* 


Pulling Geddy's jeans off his legs takes a frustrating twelve seconds. Geddy forgets to be a sea star for a 
minute and sits up to help, breathless. Then he lies down again as Alex's mouth goes back to work on his balls 
(sucking them, rolling them into his mouth, licking off more salty sweat), sliding on to the soft patch of skin 
behind them (Geddy lifts his legs and Alex runs his hands up the back of his thighs, pushing them further 
back, further apart). Then Alex's tongue finally finds the tiny, clenching pucker and when he licks it, nice and 


rough, Geddy cries out - two sharp, broken shouts, pleasure and apprehension. 
"Ahh, fuck No - Lerxst, no, wait.” An outstretched hand finds Alex's, grips it. "Wait. | don't..." 


Alex looks up, licking saliva off his bottom lip. "What? What is it?" 


"| don't.." Geddy lowers his legs, props himself up on his elbows. "I don't know about this." 


A frown, uncertain. "You don't like it? If you're not into that, no problem, I'll just stop." It is true, Alex realizes, 
that although he's thought (long and hard, very hard) of going down on Geddy that way, he's never actually 
tried it until now. Maybe he just got carried away. 


"No, it's not - it feels good. | mean it feels really, really good. You know? It's just." Geddy shakes his head. "I 
don't know. It's just a bit nasty, isn't it? For you. | mean, you don't have to do this for me if you... don't..." 


Alex's frown has turned into a smile, so Geddy stops talking. "Okay," Alex says. "We're gonna have to take a 
small break, because | want you to appreciate." He rises up over Geddy again and kneels down on the bed next 
to him, on level with his face. Geddy's gaze follows him, then falls down to his straining boxers, all drenched at 
the front where the tip of his cock is pressing. "how nasty | find this," Alex finishes, "and how much | don't 
like it and how l'm only, only doing this for you." 


He slips his thumbs under his waistband and pushes his boxers off, halfway down his thighs; his smile widens 
when Geddy licks his lips at the sight suddenly revealed. 


lm so fucking hard for you, Dirk," he whispers. "See? l'm so hard for this | could come just from this, you 
know, | find it so fucking hot. When I'm holding your thighs open and eating you out like that, feeling how good it 


feels for you. | could come without even touching myself” 


Geddy's eyes rise back up to Alex's face, and Alex wonders if he realizes his hand has traveled down to his 
own cock, stroking it lightly, palm down against his stomach. 


"Will you let me do this?" he asks. 
Geddy swallows, and nods. "You.." His breath catches. "Well. You ask so nicely, Lerxst” 


And so Alex slides back off the bed, kicking off his boxers as he settles between Geddy's legs once again "End 


of the digression," he says, still smiling, because what's not to smile about? "Legs in the air, little sea star" 


* 


"So sorry, sir," the pimply teenager behind the glass tells Neil. "The three o'clock showing starts in five 


minutes and the place is completely full." 


Neil sighs. Bad decisions, chain reactions, and there's sweat dripping into his eyes. "Full? Really? At three o'clock 
on a Thursday?" 


The boy shrugs. "Its really hot outside, you know." No shif, Neil thinks quite loudly but doesn't say. "I guess 


people are more comfortable in there. It's nice and cool inside, so..." 


Ís if, now. "Well. Is there another movie theater showing this film today?" 


"| dunno, sir. Not this afternoon, | don't think" The boy brightens up suddenly. "But | know they're showing it 
tonight at the drive-in..! I'm taking my girlfriend” 


Neil manages a weak little smile, a nod, and immediately regrets wasting the energy it took. Because now he's 


facing the walk back to the hotel, and the sun is still shining so very, very bright. 


eK 


Geddy chuckles as his thighs rise back up in Alex's strong hold, then whimpers when Alex's tongue finds its 
way back to - there. And for long, hazy minutes the two of them go on discovering how it feels, just how good 
it can feel. Alex's tongue dances between slow, luscious licking and deep probing, caressing and pressing against 
the quivering muscles, pushing through just so, then driving back and returning to maddening, wet friction And 
all of that makes Geddy moan, mouth open and eyes closed, in ways Alex has never heard Moans so wanton, 
so shameless, any self-consciousness entirely forgotten, as though Alex's kiss is breaching not just his body 
but a part of his mind as well, unlocking it, allowing Geddy to let go and just bask in that shocking pleasure, 
relish it freely. At times Geddy quakes with spasms so brutal it's all Alex can do, gripping his thighs tight, to 
keep him in place. And the words he says.. the begging, the curses, and Alex's name - Lerxst - lost in the 


swirl, over and over. 
Then Alex tries something else - one of his hands abandons Geddy's thigh and wanders up to wrap itself 
around his cock, stroking it firm and slow. Geddy panics a little. He lifts up his head and actually slaps Alex's 


hand away. 


"Nn - stop, stop, stop. Don't." Alex gazes up at him, blinking, and Geddy gives him a look of utter despair. "God, 


Lerxst. I'm gonna come if you do that." 
"So? | want you to come. That's kind of the point.” 


"You don't want to.." Fuck me. They both hear the words, but already Geddy's inhibitions are back, and they 


remain unspoken. 

"You want me to?" 

Geddy nods. "Yeah. | thought that was the point" 
Alex smiles. "Your call, baby." 

* 


On his way back down the road, Neil passes by a T-eleven, and goes inside to buy every drop of potable liquid 
they have for sale. 


* 


Geddy urges Alex on as he prepares him, slow and deep, with two fingers and more tongue. His pleasure is now 
mixed with tension, impatience, and still a bit of lingering panic at how close he is - but Alex won't relent, won't 
even give him ten seconds to cool off, calm his arousal a bit so he can stop trembling as he rises near the 


edge, again and again. Every time Alex's fingers push deeper inside him, each time they scissor him open and 


curl to brush that spot - 


"Stop for a minute, Lerxst, please," Geddy half-sobs, clinging to the bed, but the way he spreads his legs and 
pushes up his hips sings a whole other song. "Just - God." A hiss, another violent shudder. "Just give me one 
minute." 


"| won't last long either," Alex says, with a kiss to Geddy's thigh. "Don't worry. Its alright. It'll be alright” 


He slips his fingers out and climbs up on the bed between Geddy's legs, guiding his swollen cock (so damn hard 
now it almost hurts, so wet with pre-come he doesn't even need to coat it with more spit) and placing it right 


there, right where they both want it. 
"Are you ready?" he asks Geddy, leaning over him, one hand landing near his shoulder for balance. 
Geddy's eyes meet his. "Are you joking?" 


Alex smiles as he eases himself inside (trying not to focus too much on the sensation, but God, that pressure 
on his cock after so much of nothing that deep fucking warmth crushing him now, slick and delicious..), then 


clenches his teeth when Geddy arches off the mattress, groaning with what - oddly - sounds like relief. 


"Oh, yes, oh, fuck." Alex feels Geddy shift slightly as his hands leave the surface of the bed and plant 


themselves squarely on his ass, driving him deeper. "Come on," Geddy hisses. "More" 


"L" For the first time its Alex's turn for the heady sway of foo much feeling and he has to push the words 
out through the tension gripping his whole body. "I can't - fuck.. | can't, I'm gonna.” 


"You're gonna come?" Geddy manages a breathless laugh. "That's kinda the point.” Before Alex even considers 
thinking of a reply, Geddy slips a hand between them - between their hot, sweaty stomachs - and begins to 
stroke himself. "Lerxst," he breathes, low, almost a murmur. His other hand is still resting on the low of Alex's 
back, pushing tentatively. "Lerxst. Please. God - just fuck me." 


So Alex snaps his hips forward and the pleasure is so blinding that he does it again, and again, and beneath him 
Geddy's shaking and whimpering with each thrust, stroking himself faster, rushing now towards the end. 


* 


Carrying a bag full of bottles, a third of them empty, Neil finally spots the hotel rising against the killer 
sunlight, gloriously bland with its two stories of grey concrete and its wooden railings. Never before has he 


been happier to see this ugly a building. 
Almost there. Maybe | will make it alive after all 


* 


Alex feels Geddy's free hand - the one not moving frantically over his cock with wet, slapping sounds - 
clutching at his shoulder, fingers digging into his skin. his own thrusting is fast and deep now, like a lurching, a 
swaying, down and forward and his whole body's into it, no longer just his hips. His head is spinning, and his 
eyes never leave Geddy's face. Geddy's sweet voice fills the room with rhythmic moans, higher in pitch as the 
last of his control slips. 


Then a flash of near-panic crosses Geddy's gaze again, and his grip tightens on Alex's shoulder. "im - fuck, 
Lerxst - yes, oh yes, oh yes." His eyes flutter shut as his orgasm swallows him, and Alex watches, watches 
and keeps fucking it into him to make it better still, as good as it can be. Nothing is as gorgeous as Geddy's 
pleasure. Such a sight to behold. "Fuck.. yes. Don't stop," Geddy hisses, his body tensing and shuddering as long 
spurts of come spill over his fingers, over his stomach and Alex's. " Yes.. oh my fucking God. Oh, Lerxst. Oh." 


As soon as his spent cock becomes too sensitive for touch, Geddy lets go of it and wraps both arms around 


Alex's shoulders, drawing him down into a tight embrace. 


"Don't stop," he repeats, and Alex keeps going, moves faster and faster, his whole body now pressed into 
Geddy's, chest to chest, slick with sweat and Geddy's come. "Don't stop, keep fucking me, Lerxst," Geddy 
breathes in his ear, spurring him on, hands running down the hollow of his back, cupping his ass again, pushing 


him in "God, you feel so good, you feel so good inside me, you're fucking killing me." 


Alex has no idea where that filthy talk comes from but it is the last nudge he needs (those words, those 

words on Geddy's soft fucking angel voice, its so wrong, so perfect) and his climax overcomes him. He fails to 
hold back a shout, muffling it in Geddy's shoulder - the one he kissed earlier, when he started this little romp 
- as he feels his cock swell and pulse deep in that tight heat enclosing him, pumping him, devouring him from 
the outside in. It spreads from his balls to his cock to his lower stomach to the fucking whole of him, and as 


he comes and comes and comes Geddy presses his lips to his ear and whispers " Yes.. yes. Give it to me." 
"Dirk..." Alex whimpers, trembling through the last aftershock spasms. "Oh... oh Dirk." 


"Mmh" Geddy cradles him in his arms, his legs wrapped around his waist now, holding him completely. "Shh. I've 
got you." 


Alex is still shaking, feverish. The peak of pleasure has faded, but for now he's still lost in the delirious mind 
storm that goes with it. "I love you." He kisses Geddy's shoulder again. "I love you." His neck "I love you." His 
jaw, his cheek, the corner of his mouth. "/ love you" And they kiss deep, slow, taking their time now, delighting 


in each other. 


* 


It takes the very last of Neil's energy to climb the stairs back up to the landing of their hotel room. Through 
his exhaustion, he finds the strength to thank the Gods for that T-eleven Now all he wants is to lie down and 
try to finish his book before they leave for the gig venue. Maybe a bath wouldn't be such a bad idea, if the 
guys are okay with leaving him the bathroom for an hour. Who said that day couldn't still be salvaged? 


I 


Alex is still inside Geddy and they are both naked in the afternoon sun that pours in from the window. He is in 
the middle of drawing his lips back up around Geddy's tongue, sucking it thoroughly (Dirk loves that), when the 
door of the motel room opens. Alex is the one who looks up first and meets Neil's gaze; Geddy, beneath him, 


needs another few seconds to realize something's wrong and open his own eyes to ask what it is. 
"Oh," Geddy says. 


Neil is the colour of a freshly cooked lobster. For a fleeting second of blissful denial, Alex tells himself that it 
might mainly be the heat. 


"Erm. Sorry, guys," Neil mumbles, finally unfreezing. He turns around and steps right out, closing the door 


behind him. 
Alex and Geddy remain completely still for almost a full minute. Then Alex looks down at Geddy again. 


"You think he saw us?" 


* 


Down on the parking lot of the motel, a nice little breeze has finally risen. Neil faces it, eyes closed, counting 
the seconds until it is okay to go upstairs again - how long will it take them to wash up and get dressed? He 
needs to talk to them, he thinks. Tell them it's no big deal, honestly, they're grown men and it's a free world, 


but from now on he'd really like to never have to see anything like this again. Ever. 
No hard feelings. 


Still, though. Part of him wonders if what he saw was really real Maybe the heat made him hallucinate. Maybe 
he opened the door into the fourth dimension. The twilight zone. Or into a galaxy far, far away. But then again.. 
maybe (gross and awkward as it was) its not that outlandish, in the end. Because when he's truly honest with 
himself, he has to admit, he kind of suspected something. Perhaps their strange habit of showering together 
‘To save time’ should have been his first clue. 


So when he hears the hotel room door opening above him, and sees Dirk and Lerxst come down the stairs with 


looks on their faces like they're on their last mile, he offers them a smile, just so they know that all is right. 


Even if he still hasn't seen Empire Strikes Back 


